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places along the road without binding them together more
closely, than memory has connected them. Whether before or
after Palaestro I. do not remember, we branched off from the
high-road to Constantine, for which city we were bound, and
ascended gradually by another route to Fort Napoleon, now
Fort National. By this time we had reached Kabylia, the most
thickly populated part of all Algeria. The grandeur of the
scenery and its immense proportions are not equalled elsewhere
in the country. The Fort, a white speck high up on the mount-
ain-side, and the whitewashed minarets of the mosques, shone
in the clear atmosphere of three thousand feet above the sea,
against the great masses of olive-trees in the dense, broad shad-
ows of the precipitous rock looming above and capped with
glistening snow. Oh! for an alpenstock, and a slide of a thou-
sand feet, and a roll in the pure snow to clear away the dust
and stickiness, and to unrust one's joints and brace the small- '
of-the-back!

Tamgout Lalla Khadidja, the peak of the Lady Khadidja,
five thousand feet still higher than the Fort, is the highest of
the range, and quite inaccessible when covered with snow, we
were told, but can fee crossed in summer without much diffi-
culty even by laden mules. I could not resist the temptation of
preserving a souvenir of these magnificent peaks, and still more
of making a useful study; and the next day I had all my
sketching apparatus ready, and sat on the mountain-side oppo-
site my subject and in the sun, for the chilly breezes in the
shade were uncomfortably cold. But there I found my enemy.
At the end of an hour such a stupor came over me ^ that I fell
asleep then and there, feeling sure that Nature must have her
own way in demanding more rest after the trying journey; and
I would not believe that there was any danger of sunstroke at
that elevation, but I made a mistake, and almost a fatal one.